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{th the MoClure
’M"\m%%': '}:m‘j‘mnin
THIS KTARTH THE !l'ﬂ)lwd .
Knight {8 country brtd;'l ;;le;
mh;’ld utlerly unso histicated. e
o s death H0T o sinter. A
‘Gm" {th Am Lanier, her e
one ter Amy dies of ptomaine
month 'r{nd Ethel keeps Mm"hl?;
gessen, pusband Joe and the ¢ i,
! Ethel and Joe rnnrrg. Ethe
. Joe's pariner a out hia
to Ma opinion of
knnmlnrlce,o .M:‘ar
Ty him o or -
'm"r';:;'pi'an together o
pired " the H‘Kh :lr::ny‘::
red FEROWN. " f
”M{-M:I-gir:frullurn from Joe's [riand,
fo t8 ‘M # and she ftells Mm of her
sDucly 5w oI'm ansions to know Aow
homd mrhﬂugcd. You must [st me
b :?:l' Diight tells her, )
"ND HERE IT CONTINUES
VER In Paris he had so much, He
“Own auch 0 wonderful lad for
me—with the mowst exuherant fancy
drﬂ} way he used to talk of New York
mn; :hnl -hr- wanted to do back Here—to
< the packyards and the roofs and
o them !nto gardens. This town,
N:!“ Jos Rot through with it—well,
:;nm an airplane it was to look more
josy llke a bed of roses—or a hill
m-“ i Ttaly. Hut that was only his
:'ahur vein. When his fancy was really
;:}rklnl hard, ha took department
gtores, hotels and huge rallroad ter-
u-,lr.m; and jammed them all together

puliding. How deep in the
|n1r;ho?'n‘:>ll& to have gona 1 ruﬂy can't
ot ember, not how far up Into the rkiea
P ‘was o garden at the top—or

iy

e formed
her, {,4,. 1o

8he for Joe.
ken

Rut there W hi A
y ralrie or something.
‘T;::R‘“;rl:uﬁ'ht Ethel, “I'm going to
""f,ﬂ,',néuul.} talk of his plans all nlght,”

t on good-naturedly. “And
E;:\'ﬁtp‘.:'::‘ lazy musician llke mé from
me piano where I bualonged,

"Kg‘nl it you who tnught him to play
aho asked. "

“On the plano i
*1an't hin touch amazing?
oughly (*hristian, too

e

1t was,” ha replied,
And ao Lhor-

lan?"
--'\'::l!‘}“fn doesn’t let his right ham'i.
hnnw“what hip left hand is doin

And from that [anugh she

T 1
They laughes in her brown

emerged with eagerness
"'f:)h please go on,'' she begged him. |
1 had no iden you knew him so “‘n}_l__l
pid he do nothing but tnlk over there’ .
“'He did—ha workerd like a tiger. Joe
could stand more hard labor in one 0d4-
eacutlve day and night than any r'-.mr\: |
sver met. And he could do It night after
pight. [ remember dropping i|‘| on him
for coffec and rolls one morning, Al
thap named Crothers and m!r.nrlf—--

Ethe]l staried at the name— had Just
come home from the ‘Quatre Arts Ball,

we found Joe In hin room with tha cur-

na drawn—he didn’t know It was
:::.-l\rningl\-i-‘. He had n towel bound
round hin hend and was bullding an
house for Chicngo—or Kansas

ppera
City-
not drean
eeanful lllf Mt gty
errible rush,
2::"'-!1":‘9 were pushing him hard, Joeo
didn't live in the future, you see—he
took the future and made {1 the IFT“-‘“'HII: |
and then lived In the present like mad
Dwight tossed gway his cigarette
“RBut vou may IR money now
vyeu," she roplied “It's money."
gmiled 1t her rejected tome
[ wouldn't be s sad.” he remarked

I'm not wture which. And ha was
e of bullding it in his suc-
dle pRe=-ne was bullding It
ns though kan-

He

"oney 1ant A& bad ns it Aeemn”’

“0h, ves, and 1 want (L Mthel de-|
elared. “Hut | want the others so much
more |

When her car had come, she rose and

mid: "You and Joe must get together |
pema tme.  Couldn't you <all him up
mme day aml get him to lunch with
you®' '

“Gladly " They wen! to the door |

“But don't be dispppoinied.’’ she sald, |
Mf vou find him changed evan more |
thain vou think Money has such m |
pull on & man !

“I know, but T rather like it.”

“What?

“Oh, don't be so Indignamt, please. "1 |
am an artist-—honast |y But some of
thesa men I've met over here—well,
they fascinate me Such  boundless
energy and drive sught to go Into a
symphony Plentwv of druma and
ernshing hronss  Good-by, Mrs. Lamer,”
he ndded. "This has been a lucky day |
for me." |

"Thank you
Anl meanwhile

Don't forget about Joe
il next Tueaday."

As #he mettled back m her ear she
thoughi

“‘All right, Ethel. very good.'

Twice u week, thot sutiinn, she went

ta Dwight for lessons.  But
time hnd passed she %1
It to Joe

"Whert vou meet him,” she snld 1o
Dwight, “1I'd rather you wouldn't speak
of my lessans I want iy singing to
bo n surprise.  And besiden, I'd o mueh
mither that nny old friends of my hils-
Band's come 1o him throngh hiw partner
Tt wemn w0 much more natural

1w

untll some
not mention

sald  Dwight “But  he

doesn't " who thought, “and 1I'll have to
eaplain '

“Luter, of course, Uil tell him.' she

®id "But just now, I the wtate he's

0,40 you ar any one else of his friends |

Who knew hin ag he used to be should
oome and sav. ‘Sent

: | by your wife, with |
e compliments and |

YOUr Kpoed fervent hopes of |
ur Kpeedy  resurrection’—oh,
wWauldn't do at wiL" a0 i l

Dwight w o h-
Ing her vuriously SR Wes WaiEY

"How

mamy of us ara thersa? he

aaked. She looked at -

g e *1 at him in a ques 1
"Of ust he explained “Joe'm o!

I ! d |

fr“l::;d'g Who are to dig him up, you|

b Only vau, at pregant
s partner.” Hu smiled:
'!'!.IH_I Nourse 1s not a
r.

and of N\llrﬂﬂl

very brisk i
L Fhe remarked, in a casual
U vou know of brisker d.xsum'
‘necple who knew him-—* [
no more. 1'll search the town." |
""h“ had met  for sn Instant |
the thought, "I'm Retiing on' |
—

| Bthel had a talk.

| talic ubou:

| blenw me—for | have done all this for
you'"

Ethel smiled "I don't lke you to
joke about 11" she sald

"Very well,” he agread, "let'a g+t back

DREAMLAND ADVENTURES

Dwight lunched with

that, and later 208 poop adiay

In the studio he and

“In a good many wags” he nesured
her, “ha struck me as the sams old
doe—friendly and hospitable—he In-
sinted on ordering quite a menl. Hut
wa didn't eat much of jt. We talked,"

*Orf Parle?"

"Very much ro,
In him yet.”
conversation,

“Now,” mhe mald, when she ross to
leaye, “If you'll just kesp at him oe
canionally—while his partner does the
same at the oMee, and | do what | can
At home—"'

‘You Insist on his heing home ry
night?” ¥ g s
“That depends.” sald Ethel Eravely.

“Sup| o I tnke him some night 1o my
club, @ have quite m number of archi-

tectn thero,'
YOh, wonderful! How good of you!"
“Mrs. Lanier,” sald her teacher. “I'm
under your ordern—digging for gold."
He took Joe to his olub on the follows
;ns ,:ﬂ:ht. and later several times for
unch.

‘Joa' likes It he repoarted. “And hse
has already met some chaps who Knew
of him and hias earller work, not only In
Parls, but over here. He was one ot
the most brilliant designers in the olty,
I find—and n good many men were dig-
appointed when he threw over his true

rofesslon and went after ready cash,
ow would you like me to put up his
name?"

“For club membership®

“Precimely "

“1'd ke It, mir."

“And I obey.”

""This ia getting rather intimate,” Eihel
told herself thnt night. “Never mind,
my love, yvou've heen perfactly honast |
He knows very well what you're after. |
And If he likes you and wants to help, |
0 much the better.”

Some days in the mtudio she stuck
severely to her voles and shuwed him she
meant business She waa practicing
quite hard, and her progress wns by no
means slow, But on other days halt
the hour at least was spent In learning
from her new friend about “sx Parls in
New York.” Dwight was nlready find-
Ing one, although he hiad been hera less
than a year. In this teeming city of end-
lesa change he had found a deep joy of
creation, of newness, youth and boldness
that made even Paris seem far behind.
“It'e all mo amazingly big"” he sald,
“with such revenling chances opening up
un every sida "

How simple It was for him, she
thought, with a little pang of envy., A
voung musiclan with plenty of talent,
eney manners, alngle, free.  An he spoke
of his club friends and some of thelr

There's a lot uf Paris
And he told of thelr long

homes that were open to him, the
glimpses exaspernted her Hers were
| the people whe wanted to know, n little |

world of artisis. architects and writers, |

and goodness only knew what elge, She |
was still rather vague pbout them ']’n|
her surprise she discoversl that many

wera after money, too, “Decidadly,” har
teacher sald.  “lxvessively,” he added, |

“But at least,” she refoined, defend- |
Ing them, “when they get tha money
they know how to spend It on something

better than food and o e8! They
really Hve—I'm sure they do—ang have
idean and really grow'' Shoe cnught |
her breath., What an ot to have sald
ko much! “I'm so glad,” she wdded
jlamely, “that vou got my husband into

your club.  I't's bound to do so much
for him ' Bhe threw o sharp [ittle glances |
at Dwight, and scowled, for she thought
she detected n amile

“He's doing something for the ¢lub”
Dwight was saving cheerfully “Some
of those chaps nre i LY too refined and |
remote for this raw crude clty of ourn
And Joe Is getting back enough of his
old vim and passion, his wild radical
ideas of whnat may gl be done with
the town, so that ho jars on such sensi
tive souls—makes ‘em (rown and bite
their mustaches like the husbands in
French nlave. Un the other hand some
are declded!y for him. | hear them dis-
cuse him now and then'” |

“Oh, how nlee ! sighed Ethel
At times whe grew so Impatient to
get Jue into this other world, But she

had to be very carcful  Repentedly she
warned horself that *wight, {or all hin
I'nris post and his present friendiiness
wns very fasnt becoming i New Yorker
Iike the rest : maki hig way and climb-
ing hisz elimb, and wanting no climbers
who had to be carried “Eihel Lanier,
the first vhing you kpow  you'll be
dropped Itke a hot potato.” sha thought, |

"There's nothing unselfish about thin
man. Don’t muike him feel he has you
on his hande”™ Amd ghe would grow

studiously abstract and detnched in her |
the tows o Lepl vrop-
ping up In spite of her, thiE warm cager-

| ness to “really live

“Tt's funny.” she sald to Dwight
day “I had thought of us'c un
that 1 wanted as being #o

Joe's work. But now In 1 iy

gaemn 1o know, T find that wha i
wanted most s Just whut he ought to
want n his work! The two g0 to-
gether ™

“Fxactly !

“The ety Jde onee lved i =i |
frowned There are so many cliies in
New York But | don’t wani to try fo)
get Into his witil 1 oewun do it through
Jue himaelf People will have 1o want |
mie becnuss 'm the wife of Joeo Janie

I think they'!l want you more {han
thar.” HIiR tone Was mast red g
“But | like the was yvou ara going ahout
it 1U'sn 8o dellightfully novel, vou gee

conapiring to make vour husbund find
him friends all by himself—so 1hat when
hea has found themw he'll come tn vou
with a beaming amile and say . "Woman,
| bring you wealth and fame and friends
In abundance Take them, love, wund

to the serious work of his resurrection.

You asked me 1o recrult otner brisk
diggers, and I've hunted about guite a
hit.  ‘I'here's that chap Crothers and

hin wife, but so far they're the best ]
can do—and the Crothers poalr seem
rather blind They aee the old
Jue for the new'

"You mean they think he's hopeless™
Ethel socornfully put in

Can 't

(CONTINUED TOMORROW )

“ISLE OF PLAY"
By DADDY

The Land fu the LLEY

(Peggy and Billy, carried t
¢ Per
E:"; magic mig, aenk to use r.':u mg‘::
Rvuhf‘l-‘r Alnmm und her lover, Prince
the Cre "!" apa from her father. Roban
Sond :"t-:;‘ Wwho 1woants a richer hug- |
for her. Ry making Whiffta, i

waridian of the ry
: ug, tabk in M
r-"'-" work the charm lhrlft ru?r:":*f:

rig
CHAPTER 111
AS’MRA and  Prince Bashur were

heppy to e rey
inited through the
'1r_l,“h‘ge &4 of tha magle rug

uﬂhlnﬂ” Wed as woon am we coms to|
I Astpa? whispered Trince Bashur |
v n _"“"“ though 1 am poor

s AT can earn riches for‘

You, my 1 cmuy
to gain nl 'f',',‘, [',‘_,“I"!_ 4 will work very ""'61

'”:‘I\'r:‘r.h_ the guurdinn of the rug, was
Wrmurng in his mlaep Now he

mumbled wo
&t him |n nr-::lllhzrnml citused all to loaw

"No work ! .\.
the Tnls nf Play wWork! All in gay on
) 8 ot

210 the Isln of Playpr Seet Rug |
- ML ean | . e
What W”II\\']nl-;‘n"l:-:““ haked Peggy.

the Isle of Play?”

it Antgn®t Areaming answered Billy
v Ly o » -4 d
Wonder ¢ 100Ked AU WhIffa in reu
P'r.: 'l‘..ll:.‘...l':-n.-ld ”.I WLOrien of the Tele of
the midss o f 1. "o a huppy land tn
o Tabiry £ ) %4 whera 1o one tolls
> but 1 Tl where there (s nothing to
' e ”u'_l'll:-» and ent nnd aleep, Can
there? Wt the rug 1n CAFTYIng us
“The ryp
towarg 'ar, " Certainty not CArTYIng ums
OVar the e L O cried Billy, |
' the eq { ooking

f¢ nt th :
are travalln o B 8 oarth bhelow 'We
lea ey l-”l‘i soward the

"Ht‘t-- | W Weat '
It we ara ek S0t to play. TI] b glaa
|rr[}.\\;.,l Rl -h:;‘“lu. the Jule of Play,”
AL TV
ohnny By V0T B0 will 1 barked
want (o il
I don'y ey, T want in
Wanl 1o ent, but
Erow|eg umuu;-::mi!:m” oo’ Linter

 up

| ar. who liked to
0 the summer for o
Spmbep by bookevery snow tima long

[

Blily agnin looked over the side of
the rug and what he saw caused him to
Elve a whout

“The sca. the sew, the bounding sea
Hes the sea ! hoe sang in a funny mixed.
up way. FEvery one looked down, und,
irue enough, thoere was the rolling deep
beneath them

"My graclous, | hope the rug dosesan't |
got tired of Nylng now.” cried Astara, |
with a little shuddar. Pegyy and Blily |
hoped the same thing, for even thoup.
they could swim, they could never swim |
an far s the shore of that broad sea,

There seemod good causa for ulurm.i
for the rup. instend of soaring ligh in
the alr, as It had done when voming to
Persia from America, now dropped al-!
most to the tops of the waves, so fow |
that they could see the hungry lshes
Bwimming In the water benesth theu,

But the rug didn't get tired It npmt
over the surface of the sea, until 1t came |
ul last to m lovely little island. Thev
sailed over groves of date palms and pust
loaded frult orchards arriving finally at |
a level wlace amid lovely gresn hills
There the rug settled gently to earth,|
dumping Whiffa into w cluster of thorny |
rose bushes, which awakened him In a|
hurry

“Al, tha Tale of Play, let un be gay "
latughed Whiffu, nnd he danced away out
of sight.

The others heard sweel music arising
from n nearby valley, and qulckly ran
to n place where they could look down. |

l'!elow were boys and girls, men and |
wommen, clad In garments of grasses and
seawend, dancing to the musio of fules
and harps,

“How lovely!" cried Antara. “Coms,
lat us {nlu them in their merrymaking !
Bhe selzed the prince by the hand and
ran with him into the valley Pegry
would have followed, but Billy grabbed
her quickly,

“Walt!" he whinpered  “All |8 nol so
KAy as It seems In that preity valley
I Wee dnn,ar there. Weo must not show
ourselves,'

{ Tomo p{ll be told whot dangey
. By mv‘ ; i

THE GUMPS—Carp Caviar Remains at 64 ) -t
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ARE YOU SURE YOU MAD 'THIS

INTME OVEN? T LOOK

LIKE A RARE NAM BURGER

ATYEAK ~ NOURE COOKIN

A WHITE MAN~- NOY A Z
NOU DON'T SEEANN RING /
MN NOS E DO NOU -
ORCuErsy on

:‘!’W FEET?

-

~Om
Ly =

N -

LISYEN~
To0 MULM FOR NOUL
LET ME KNOW *~

I THIS COOKING 1S

Ll GEY SOME ONE THAT

HAS TIME ENOUGMN T STAND
T™E ATOVE

. BN THE SUDE OF
EOR A LITTLE WHILE
"Itk YHE MEAT
GETS WELL

-

WHO ARE YOU?=THAT You FIND
SO MuULH EAUL T

ANDREW THE | 87~ THE CARP KING=

KING ANDRE W « NO-

g

AND I'M
! NOT USED NOY GETTING
\ov RE 1T EITPER

PETEY —What a Wicket Wallop She Wields -t

The Young Lady Across the Way

-~ OH, LET HER™

ALONE, UNCLE PETEY
—BOXING IS
A GOooD \wWAY
To ReDucE

HER AGE

MaAYBRE T
|S —=PBuUYT, NoT
For A wWoMAN

7' s Too DANGER

- HO SIRREE —I'LL
H
THS — SHES LIABLE To
CET HURT—

AVE To PUT AW Enp TO

1}!

ous' ')

B

7 .
— How
Dip | KHow A
LITTLE TAP LikE
THAT WouLd Kuock
oUT THE PROFESIOR 7

— CUT \T OuT \
RIGHT HERE AN Now \_
~ \'LL HAVE WO
MORE OF THIS BOXING
—\T 3 Too DAMCEROLS!

L‘

The young Iady neross the way
says if the railroads must inerens
rates,

public anything

be thelr freight

let il

#0 it won't eo¥l e generil

T

-

R

\M@N

.,[k

- Al D
¥ > Ca

lb‘
Ie tats
- L1 bl 2N

!"dll L1

- . P \|| i
7 P AR & o e T 3 Se
ot - i F L Sy ~y, -
CHRYET LN -3 8 ','... T ety ‘;\.u‘h‘ P
™ ”

s »

a L o

~ oy SN -’ o
- -

Ficaves

-

MM - ﬁb Tt . A o A o
e 8 L) - 3
e " -
- g a8 Y .
’ .
p .
'
A ’
’ [
D

e g '|I|

g FOOTPRINTS oM i
tm‘:-’ gt ¢ '|We Samos ofF Time. 3
S s e STST OFF 8Y B WE MAwes .

* - bt Bew ey fon bw‘— :

SOMEBODY’S STENOG—The Boss Is Going to Be Selfish A, 1930, by Pubie oduer By Hayward.dy |
—_— wy
ToDAYS THE Boss”’ (1 Miss OFLAGE, T CANT ,.._mD) - Y
BIRTHOAY. I HUATRD WORDS To THANK ‘fou FoR — = WASAH'T THAT
ALt OVER TowA FoR { This TIE ! ITs BEAUTY \ — JUST DEAR THE
 SHALL BE FoR Alo OTHER —_— =
)-| EMES BUT MY OWAI ! | = -
ek
-~
-Tl:l‘
AE-HAYWARD =9 N} |

“CAP” STUBBS—Sammy Talked Too Much &

L
L}

YESSUM- | WISHT

| COULD Swirm

AS GOOD AS
“cAP"!

YESSUM ~ AN' SAY —

DIVE OFF'N ™' TOP
OF ™' MED BRIDGE

YOU OUGHTTA SEE HIM

'

L

-...-

"(ae”! pwe!

Jn' RWER'- SURELY, YOU

WHY CAP" 1S NEVER ALLOWED TO ¢0 ANY
WHERG lluT‘JONIa' AND THAT'S ONLY

= I WONT LEF HIM GO NEAR
€ nusmucn-;,/




